Mongol soldier  The man squatted down beside the beast
His expression turned serious and sad
'Dead/ he said   cHorse dead   Good horse '
'You can cry over it some other time/ interrupted
Makeev impatiently and he gave the soldier a kick 'To
whom does it belong?'
'Belong Jei  He dead '
'Who's Jei?'
'Friend mine  Went away yesterday '
'Went away where?'
'General Baron tell Jei go Haidobulak '
The two officers exchanged glances
'Ungern must have sent him to the Bunat company at
Haidobulak/ said Zabiakin 'I remember now The
Baron had a message for Chernov'
If Chernov wasn't warned in time, he reckoned rapidly,
it's all up with him Zabiakin had not forgotten his fifty
lashes
The Mongol soldier took off the horse's saddle, and
extracted from it a bit of paper folded in two
'Give that to me/ said Makeev
He unfolded it A few words were scribbled on it in
sprawling, clumsy handwriting
'Addressee gone away, leaving no address/ it read
'Return to sender'
Zabiakin gave vent to a long whistle
'So that's that/ he said, and he lit his pipe again
Two hours later three hundred men entered Dauna
Almost all of them had flat noses and prominent cheek-
bones  They had with them a gun and three machine-
guns   Lieutenant Chernov headed them
Laurenz went forward to meet him
'How are you, Colonel?' said Cheinov, showing all his
teeth as he smiled 'I received orders from the Baron
to bring my men back to Dauna at once So here we are
You haven't got anything to drink, have you? Fve an idea